The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle Lancashire . 


Annie Druce at Clitheroe - Swan and Royal Hotel . Haunting Manifestation . 

Annie was disowned by her parents so moved to this hotel where she killed herself. Another tale 
says the ghost is that of a bride who lost her husband in the 1879 Anglo-Zulu War. 

It was a dark and stormy night in Clitheroe, and the Swan and Royal Hotel was abuzz with 
activity. The staff were preparing for the arrival of a wedding party, and the atmosphere was one 
of excitement and anticipation. Little did they know, however, that they were not the only ones 
in the building. 

Annie Druce had been living in the hotel for several months, having been disowned by her 
parents for reasons unknown. She had taken up residence in one of the upstairs rooms, but had 
become increasingly isolated and withdrawn in recent weeks. None of the staff had seen or 
heard from her for some time, and they assumed she had left without saying goodbye. 

As the wedding guests began to arrive, strange things started to happen. Glasses would move of 
their own accord, doors would slam shut inexplicably, and guests reported feeling an icy chill in 
the air. Some even claimed to have seen the ghostly figure of a woman wandering the halls. 

It wasn't until the bride herself went missing that the truth began to emerge. Her fiancé, it 
transpired, had been killed in the Anglo-Zulu War of 1879, leaving her heartbroken and alone. 
She had retreated to the hotel to mourn, but had never left. Instead, her spirit had become 
trapped there, doomed to wander the halls for eternity. 

The staff were horrified by the discovery, but were at a loss as to what to do. They could hardly 
cancel the wedding at this late stage, but they couldn't allow the bride's spirit to continue to 
haunt the building either. In the end, they decided to hold the ceremony as planned, hoping that 
the joy and love in the air would be enough to banish the ghost. 

As the bride walked down the aisle, a strange thing happened. The air grew warmer, and the 
ghostly chill dissipated. The doors stopped slamming, and the glasses ceased to move. And as 
the couple exchanged their vows, the ghostly figure of Annie Druce appeared at the back of the 
room, smiling peacefully as she faded away into the ether. 

From that day on, the Swan and Royal Hotel was a happier, more peaceful place. The staff 
continued to tell the story of Annie Druce, but now it was seen as a tale of redemption rather 
than tragedy. And the bride and groom, unaware of the drama that had played out around them, 
lived happily ever after. 


By Donald Jay. 


